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gratification. I pined for the land where the true religion
nourished in becoming glory, the fond where I should be-
hold temples worthy of the beautiful mysteries which were
celebrated within their sumptuous walls, the land which
the Vicar of God and the Ruler of Kings honoured and
sanctified by his everlasting presence. A pilgrimage to
Rome occupied my thoughts.

My favourite retreat now, when at the college, was to
the ruins of a Gothic abbey, whither an hour's stroll easily
carried me. It pleased me much to sit among these beau-
tiful relics, and call back the days when their sanctity was
undefiled, and their loveliness unimpaired. As I looked
upon the rich framework of the eastern window, my fancy
lent perfection to its shattered splendour. I beheld it once
more beaming with its saints and martyrs, and radiant with
ohivalric blazonry. My eye wandered down, the moulder-
ing cloisters. I pictured a procession of priests solemnly
advancing to the high, altar, and blending in sacred melody,
with their dark garments and their shining heads, elevating
a golden and gigantic crosier, and waving on high a
standard of Madonna.

One day as I was indulging in these soothing visions I
heard a shout, and looking round, I observed a man seated
at no great distance, who by his action had evidently
called to me. I arose, and coming out of the ruins ad-
vanced to him. He was seated on a mass of ancient brick-
work, and appeared to be sketching. He was a tall man,
fair and blue-eyed, but sun-burnt. He was hawk-nosed,
with a quick glancing vision, and there was an air of acute-
ness in his countenance which was striking. His dress
was not the dress of our country, but I was particularly
pleased with his cap, which was of crimson cloth, with a
broad border of fur, and fell on one side of hie Iiead like a
cap ia a picture.

* My little man/ said he, in a brisk clear voice, * 1 am
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